


The fit(i or ti of 


Prince. Come hither Francis. i* 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis? 

Francis. Forfooth fiueyeares,and asrnuchas to 

Poinss. Francis. 

Francis. Anone,anone fir. 

Prince. Fiucyearcsjbcrladyalongleafeforthcclinckingof 
Pewtcr: But Francis, dareft thoubc fo valiant,as to play the 
coward withthylndenturc,andfhcw itafaire paire ofheeles, 
and runne from it? ‘i , 

Francis. ÖLordfir,IIebe fwornevpon aliBookSs iii Eng- 
land.I could find in my heart. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anone'fir. 

Prince. How old art tbou ,Francis\ 

Francis . Lctme fee, aboutMiohaelmas next t fhallbe ;' J ? 

Poinss. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir.pray you flay a littlc, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay but harkc you Francis, for the Sugar thou ga-, 
ueftmCjt^wasapenny worth, waftnot? ^ 

Francis. O Lord,E would it had béen twö. 

Prince. I will giue thee fot it a thoufand pound, aske mee 
when thou wilt,and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. ■ Francis. Anone,anonc. 

Prince. Anone Francis ? No Francis, but to morrovv Francis: 
or Francis, on thurfeday : or indeed Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leathcrne ierkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Pukeftocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue.Spanifh pouck.' 

Francis. Ö Lord fir,who do youmeatie? 

Prince, Why thea your Browne baftarde is your onely 
drinkej forlooke you Francis, your White canuaflc doubltt 
will fulley. InBarbarySuft cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. Whatfir; Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you roguc,doft thou not heare them call? 

Heerethey bothcallhim, the Drtcaerfandesamazad\nOt 
knoyvipgwhichway to goe, SntcrZJtntner. 
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Henry the fourtb. 

Vint VVbat, ftandft thou ftill, and hearft fuch acauing? 
looketo thcGneftes within. My Lord, old fir Iohn withhalfc 
a do2:en more.are at the doore, fhall I let them in? 

Prm Let themalone awhilc,& then open the door e:Poimt. 

Poines. Anone,anone fir. Enter Poines 

Prince. Sirra, Falfialffe anekhe reft of the Thccucs, are at the 

doore.fhall webemerry? ", , . 

poin . Asmcrry as Crickets,niy lad : but harkc yce, what 

cunningmatch haue you made withthis icft of the Drarver i, 
come, whafs theilTue. ?: 

Princ. I amnowofall humors^thathauc fhcwcd themfcliics 
humors, finccihc ölddaics of goodmän Adam, to the pupill 
ageofthis prefent twelue a clockc at midnight. What’s a 
clocke Francis ? 

Francis . Anone, anone ftc. 

Trinc. That euer this fellow fliould hauefcwcr words then 
aParret, &yetthcfonofaWomam Hisinduftry is vp ftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am sot yet of Pcrcyn mind, the Hotjpnr ot the North, hc that kils 
mefomcfixeorftuen Scots it abreakfaft, wafheshis 

händes,and fayes tohiswife, Fievpon this quietlife, Iwant 
‘ worlcc.O my fweet Harry fayes fhc / how many haft thou kild 
to day? Giuemy Roaneborfe a drench(fayes he) and anfweres, 
forne forteene, an houre after : a trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Falftaffe, Ucplay < Fcrcy, andthat damn dc Branns fhall play 
Dame Mortimrr\i\s wif e. Rino, faies the drunkard: cal in Rits, 
call in Tallow. 

Em er Falftaffe. 


Eoines.. \Velcora&Tacke, where haft thou beene ? 

Fal Å plague of all cowards I fay, an : d a vcngcancc to, snar- 
ry and Amen : giucmeacup : offackboy-. E’re I lead this lifc 
long, lle fowe neatherftocks, and mend them, and foote them- 
too. Aplagueofall cowards,Giucmeacupoffacke,roguc J is 
thereno vertoeextant ? 

Prin Didft thou neuer fee Tit an kiflea difh ofbuftfer, pittifull 
harted Titan that melted at the fweetetale of the Sunncä if thou 
didft, then behold that compound. 

- P3. Falfi, 


































